"MAHSE HENRY"

f says he.

The vision disclosed to our startled eyes was an
ocean that looked like bean soup flecked hy a few
strands of black crape!

The explosion duly arrived from the assembled
gourmets, I, myself, I am sorry to say, leading the
rebellion.

"I put seeks terrapin in zat soup!" exclaimed
The Frenchman, quite losing his usual good Eng-
lish in his excitement.

We reproached him. We denounced him. He
was driven from the field. But he bore us no malice.
Ten days later he invited us again, and this time
Sam Ward himself could have found no fault with
the terrapin.

Next afternoon, when I knew The Major was
asleep, I slipped back into the kitchen and said to
Louis Gamier, the chef: "Is there any of that
terrapin left over from last night?"

All unconscious of his treason Louis took me into
the pantry and triumphantly showed me three jars
bearing the Augustine label and the Philadelphia
express tags!

On another occasion a friend of The Major's,
passing The Brunswick and observing some dia-
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